THE  TRAIN
The train was going to Chervonny Forest.
The column was accommodated in the general coach
and given hot tea. They left at the third station.
Late that evening, in the heart of the forest, the train
loaded up with wounded. The hospital was situated in a
lonely, four-storey building built in a severe formal
style, without any outbuildings. Ambulances came in
from the forest, headlights blazing, bringing in wounded.
The loading went swiftly, and within three hours the
train had started on its return journey. They were not
far from the front, and the men were not long from the
battlefield.
"Do you know," Dr Belov told Danilov, "in coach six
there are two women, officers. One has her leg ampu-
tated at the hip. It was a terrible pity, but we had to put
them in a hard coach, there was absolutely no room in
the Krieger."
There was no room in the Krieger, because they had
an exceptional number of serious cases; even the isolation
compartment was filled.
On his morning rounds, Danilov glanced in at the
women. They were in the end compartment, and in
accordance with Dr Belov's instructions a sheet had been
hung to screen it. Danilov glanced in cautiously. The
women were asleep; one of them was lying almost on
her face, which was buried in the pillow, the back of her
head with its short fair fluffy hair shaking with the
movement of the train; the other one had pulled the
sheet up almost to her nose, her forehead was lined, her
hair grey, with strands of coal-black, her eyelids large
and very dark. There was such weariness and grief on
these heavy eyelids that Danilov went away on tiptoe
aad told Vaska who was on duty, in a whisper:
"You've got women here—don't bother them, let
them sleep. Look in pretty often, but don't disturb them.
I know you—as soon as it gets light you start pushing
thermometers into people. ..."
Vaska stood in healthy awe of Danilov. She immedi-
ately sought out Sister Smirnova and told her:
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